cry," he said, very gently, "don't cry.   It isn't worth it.
Don't cry over spilt milk.  You are a fine girl, Angelina."

He had put his hand on her shoulder, given her a little
pat and was gone. She still felt the warmth of his touch
on her skin, her heart, her entire body, everywhere. " Don't
cry, Angelina." He had called her Angelina as in the old
days. He remembered. Miss Tyne having finished dressing her
harp for the night, floated off on lovely pink clouds. She
didn't know that Pierre Colin called every female harpist
Angelina, just as he called every bearded musician Count
Monterone and every piccolo player Maestro. He was a very
busy man and he had to simplify his complicated life.

Mrs. Colin received him at the head of the little stairway,
handed him a fresh handkerchief to dry his forehead and
threw a coat over his shoulders.

"How's Sasha?" he asked.

"I/ est mart, Ponpon" she answered.

"Dead? Sasha?"

"Yes, Ponpon. It's very unfortunate. But don't excite
yourself, you must be very tired."

"Dead-tired, yes, but I must talk to Certosa at once."

"You can't. He has locked himself in with Sybil Olivier
and the lawyer."

"What for? To console her?"

"Console her? Don't you know the theatre? To make
sure that she is not going to make any trouble about the
accident. The police, you understand, the insurance, all the
formalities. And no one in the theatre is to know what
happened, not a word, not a breath until everybody has
gone home. Certosa knows his business, he won't have a
panic or mass hysteria during the performance."

Colin threw a furtive glance at his wife. She spoke more
than she usually did, but her 'stolid face was calm and
unmoved. Walking down the corridor towards his room,
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